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before I had been reading an advance copy of Miss
Viola Meynell's delightful life of her mother, Alice
Meynell, and John Lane had popped up there. He
pops up everywhere in the 'nineties* He was himself
an intensely respectable man, a solid bourgeois, but
as a publisher he had a flair and knew when the
moment had arrived for naughtiness and fine writing
and devil take the suburbs. As I strolled away from
that churchyard, where cavalier's man, eighteenth-
century farmhand, and Victorian coastguard all lie
so peacefully together, and their times seem all one
under that wide gull-haunted sky, I thought about
the queer adventures of this wandering Devonian.
How far away, how odd, seemed all the old activities
of that Bodley Head! The "nest of singing birds/'
The "decadents."   Beardsley and Harland and the
Yellow Book. "I have been true to thee, Cynara, in
my fashion." John Davidson, with his ballads and
eclogues.   Max Beerbohm's  Works.   Le Gallienne's
Quest of the Golden Girl. The Keynotes Series. And
the little man with the peaked beard and the near-
sighted eyes threaded his way through these things,
smoked his cigar at the Reform and the Cocoa Tree,
surveyed his first editions and portraits at Lancaster
Gate, conjured Anatole France into yellow-coloured
English volumes, and then left what was mortal of
him under the shadow of these Hartland Cliffs.